THE  HIGHWAY OF  NATIONS

we take a seat? We knew what that meant. It might
be hours before he deigned to interview us. We left
immediately, refusing to take the guide in the car, much
to his consternation, and drove back to the police station.

"Whatever you do, get hold of the passports," said
the D.P. to us.

We reached our tormentors.

"We have been to the hospital. Everything is all
right there. We may go on."

During the ensuing argument we collected the pass-
ports, ostensibly to examine them.

"Where are your certificates from the doctor?"

The D.P. decided that the time had come to make a
bold move.

"Get into the cars, everybody. Go on, get in.
Ferdinand, thank them. Say we are all right now. Good-
bye," saluting and smiling as blandly as any Iranian.
"Drive off quickly. Don't argue, just go!"

Pursued by shouts, we went on our way, passports in
hand, and the prospect of a long wait behind us. Later
we learned that it was customary for all travellers entering
Iran to be medically examined, which frequently spelt
hours and sometimes days of delay. Mercifully, the
formalities were later waived.

Here it was that a police officer was recently sacked
for the third time. Soon afterwards, his erstwhile beat
earned an unenviable reputation. Shots rang out to
disturb peaceful nights. The authorities seriously con-
sidered reinstating him until they found that he was
responsible for the disorders. He sought to show that
during his tenure of office he had been efficient, and that
as soon as he was relieved of his job, authority would rue
the day.